WRITTEN AT FLORENCE. 


Et tumulum facie, et tumulo ſuperaddite carmen. 
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ELEGY 


* On the Burying place call d Canrg Santo 
made lately about three miles from FLogENCE 
on the road to BoLOGNA.. 


$ I. that bleſt Isle by Heavn's high favor born, 
Whoſe cliffs the ſubject billows vainly beat, 
q From the main land by ſtrong convulſions torn, 


To form for FREEDOM a belov'd retreat. 


4 (*) After the uſual rites being perform'd in the churches , the bodies remain 

in a houſe near the gate of the City till midnight „ when they are carried 

| on mules in boxes made for that purpoſe to this place of interment , where 
they are depoſited three in a grave, without coffins or any further ceremony. 
There is no diſtinction of perſons, nor are the Nobility allow'd private vaults, 
or even the privilege of being buried at their country houſes; ; their diſcontent 
may be conceiv'd, but all remonſtrances are in vain; and whatever may be 
the pretence of it's expediency to prevent diſtempers, many people will be 
apt to impute this tyrannical proceeding to the levelling princifl-s of the 
Auſtrian family — A number of beautiful Villas near the road are * deſerted 
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on account of the horror it occaſions . « 4 
(t) This poetical uſe' of the old Tradition of England having been once join'd 
to the Continent, which is confirm'd by the correſpondence of the two coaſts, 
has been already made by Collins in his Ode to Liberty. | 
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Ofc as. thro. other climes I muſing tray, 


| The dews of Pity fill my melting eyes, 
For thoſe who, trampled by deſpotic ſway , | 4 


Reſtrain their murmurs, and ſubdue their ſighs . 


Beneath the yoke how ſad FLOEN TIA bends! 
Her ſons eſcape not with the loſs of breath, 
E'en then fell Tyranny his rod extends 


That waves new horrors o'er the realms of Death. 


Lo! where amid the dreary APPENINES 
Whole barren tops the meeting skies aſſail, 
Where ſcatter'd olives, and unfruirful vines 


Bow their weak heads beneath the ſighing gale; 


When Night's dark wings the mournful ſcene enfold , 
On mules, unconſcious of their filent load, 
The huddled Dead's unhonor'd relics cold 


Are borne unſeemly o'er the lonely road. 


No long proceſſion pours the pious ſong , 
No fable hearſe diſplays it's nodding plume, 
No kind domeſtics move in grief along , 


And with funereal torches gild the gloom . 


Perhaps ſome victim from the ſeats of day 
Too ſoon is hurried by precautions dire, 
Perhaps too late shall wake the sleeping clay, 


And ſtruggling with oppreſſive mould expire. 


The ſtartled Trav'ler views with honeſt rage 
The face where late ſuperior Beauty ſmil'd, 
The waſted form of once revered Age, 
By ſome rude hireling's ruffian hands defil'd, 


In earth's dread boſom undiſtinguish'd thrown , 
No cloſing rites in decent ſtate are paid; 
No weeping friends their loſt companion own, 


When duſt to duſt is finally convey'd. 


(*) The orders for burying the dead within the ſpace of twenty 
are ſo rigidly enfore'd that there is reaſon to fear ſome may be buried alive. 
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Shall the meek Virgin's pure untaſted charms, 
The manly breaſt that felt another's grief, 
Meet the worn Proſtitute's laſcivious arms, 


Or niggard hands which never gave relief? 


Shall the rapt Bard, who pour'd th' immortal lay, 
With Vice and Dullneſs in one Grave unite? 
Oh 'rwere enough to warm th' indignant clay, 


And ſtop th' aſcending ſpirit in it's flight ! 
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Thither in vain, impell'd by wild deſpair, 
The wretched Widow, and the Orphan fly; 
Alas! no monumental ſtone is there, 


To mark the ſpot where their proteQors lie. 
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No holy text, no warning ſentence , feeds 
The thoughtful Moralist with wholeſome truth, 
No ſculptur'd trophies of heroic deeds 


Allure to Glory's path admiring Youth . 
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Degen'rate Age! when on the banks of Nut, 
| Early matur'd, fair Science rear'd her head, 
On the cold corſe was ſpent her patient toil, 


And Azapy's rich gums embalm'd the. Dead. 


When the proud Sceptre, and high-ſounding Lyre 
Bade Roman breaſts with vaſt ambition burn, 


The valued Ashes, purified by fire, 


Drew frequent tears upon the ſtoried Urn. 


The ſimple natives of the late-found isles, | 
Where ſome loſt friends attract their frantic way, 
With fond attachment view the ruſtic piles, 


Sooth'd by the honors of the known Mozart , * 


Shall then th unfeeling AusTaan's ſtern commands 
To -quelt en ſacred ſentiments preſume , 
While with the name of Prejudice he brands 
The Charities that glow beyond 'the Tomb ? 


oof 


(*) The name of the Funeral Monuments in Otaheite . See Cook's Voyage. 
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Thus might rebellious ſons be taught to fly 

The long obedience which they owe their fires, 
Thus be difſoly'd chaſte wedlock's dearer tie, 
| And all that Habit adds to Nature's fires. 


But ſooner far muſt ceaſe that slavish awe 
The humbled Vaſlal to his Tyrant pays; 

Crumble that edifice which Pow'r and Law 
'On weak Convention's baſe ſo ſtrongly raiſe. 


Then tremble Thou, leſt ſoon th' impatient throng 


Tear the vain crown from thy too impious head; 
Ne'er can the Livixc be reſpected long, 
Who teach their ſubjects to deſpiſe the Deap ! 


W. P. 


